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PREFATORY REMARKS. 



Tailors have been, from tkne immemorial, considered as 
fair marks for the shafts of satire. Shakespeare introduces a 
splendid specimen of '' the gentle craft *' m Katherine and 
Petrachio; and what a superb scene he has created out of 
this " ninth part of a man.** How convulsive is every hop he 
- elves over Petruchio*s sword, and how merrily it is acknow- 
ledged by the laughter-loving audience. 

Massmger, in " The New Way to Pay Old Debts,** intro- 
duces a Tailor who has been reduced to " a mere botcher," by 
the profligacy of Master Wellborn, but although a ruined 
man, the dramatist cannot let him pass without a slap at him ; 
at^ the same time inculcating the gross absurdity of young 
genUemen paying for their clothes with precision and regu- 
larity, — maKing Master Wellborn remark, that " if a Tailor 
is paid but once in twenty years, he seldom is a loser.** 

The comic stage writers of later days have gone even 
farther than this assertion, and have endeavoured to impress 
upon their audiences the absolute iniquity of paying a Tailor 
at all. Jerrold, in his Historical Drama of " Nell Gwynne,** 
makes Charles II. wittily observe, " Never pay a Tailor, 
because sin was the occasion of their trade ;'* a trmsm which 
cannot well be disputed. 

Having made these few remarks, which we trust our 
readers will not deem an irrelevant introduction to the con- 
tents of this little volume, we now inform them that the 
Dramatic Burlesque of " The Tailors, a Tragedy for Warm 
Weather," proceeded from the pen of Samuel Foote, known 
as " The English Aristophanes,** and was originally acted 
at the Haymarket Theatre, in the summer of 1767 ; — Foote, 
Bannister, Shuter, Palmer, and Weston, sustaining the prin- 
cipal parts. The intent of the author was decidedly not to 
write any thing personally offensive to that useful class of the 
oommumty, — uie Tailors, — ^but to hold up to ridicule those 
bombastic passages in popular Tragedies, wnere the heroes and 
the heroines express all their emotions in the most inflated 
language, thereby furnishing the satirist with a series of scenes 
the best adapted to burlesque and parody. Foote avails him- 
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self of these, and feeling that the fun would be greatly increased 
by making his Dramatis Personae — Tailors — he accordingly! 
presses them into the service. 

There is great merit in the piece, not only on account of 
the whimsical correctness with which the Tragic Authors 
are parodied, — ^but its construction as an Acting Drama is 
admirably managed; the scenic effects are ludicrous to a 
degree, and whenever the stage can boast of burlesque 
actors sufficient to warrant its production, its revival is 
always attended with success* To this statement, how- 
ever, one exception must be made, which occurred in August, 
1805, at the Haymarket Theatre, on Mr. Dowton attempting 
to revive this burlesque, for his beneiit. After it was an- 
nounced for representation, the Tailors declared, both openly 
and by anonymous letters to the managers, that if the piece 
were brought forward, they would go in a body to the house, 
and there take summary vengeance. The proprietors, how- 
ever, having gone to great expense in getting up the perform- 
ance, were resolved to bring it forward. Mr. Dowton also 
received several letters, warning him of the consequences 
attending its production, all of which he very properly dis- 
regarded. 

At an early hour, in the afternoon of August 15, about 700 
persons, mostly Tailors, were waiting to gain admittance to 
the theatre at the opening of the doors. The greater portion 
went to the galleries, while some took their station in the 
pit, and the moment they got in, commenced shouting and 
Knocking their sticks in the most turbulent manner. The 
utmost noise and confusion prevailed in the house, and when 
the curtain rose there was a general cry of <* Dowton," 
*' Dowton !'* Mr. Dowton came forward, but the tumult in- 
creased, and there were loud shouts of " No Dowton," ** No 
Dowton r* He attempted to speak, but coidd not be heard ; 
the uproar now greatly increased, a Tailor's thimble and a 
pair of scissors were thrown from the shilling gallery on the 
stage ; they passed very near to Mr. Dowton, and he took 
them up, and coming to the front, said, " I would give twenty 
guineas to know who threw these scissors" ; this proceeding 
so alarmed some ladies in the stage box that at their request 
he letl the stage. 

The noise continuing with increased violence, the managers 
despaired of obtaining a hearing in the usual vmy, and had re» 



le to tlie exhibilion of a large board, whereon tliej' desired 

to know the plcBsuro of the Budicnce. Papers were handsd up 
to tlie gallenesand evutr passible intiiaation waagiven that tlui 
offeauve piece Bhould be ivithdrawn. and tlie tarce of " "" 
Village Lawyer" suhilituted. This, howeYer, did not 
dnce H cesBBtion of hostilitiei; and about nine o'clock, 
meiiBgers finding it impowible to procure peace, despatobed 
laetaeagti to Mr. Oraham, the magistrate at Bow Slret 
who Boon arrived with some officera, and Laving 
Mverol extra constables, proceeded to the galleiies, and scizi 
on the ring-leaders, look nbont a dozen or the rial 
eastody and lodged them in St. Martin's watch house. 

After" Calherme and Petm'Chio," the cnrtain being drawn 
Dfi, discorerud three Tailors sea-ted npon a board. — the Qproar 
became Qui Tcrsol — lond vociferations of every liindwere beard, 
■nd a very strong □ppcsiticin was a^ain fonnidahl^ manifested* 
The Bow Street Officera maiJe their appearance a second 
Idme, and eventually several of the mostnotouB were dragged, 
out of the house. The piece then proceeded, but in coih~ 
qnence of the»e interruptions, it wa» nearly one o'clodi befc 
the performance was over. A party of^tbe Horse Guu 
patrolled np and down the Haymarket, and remained theij^ 
untitthe crowd had dispersed. 

After this affray, " The Tailors" lay dormant, until 
revival at the Lyceum Theatre, lo afford the late Mr. 
LovegTove an opportunity of exciting the risible faculties in 
Abrensmidea ; its success was most decided, and supported by 
Oxbeny, who was a very fine burlesque actor, — it nns per- 
fbrmed to many lau^bter-lovisg audiuncos. 

The neit representative of Abrahamides. of any 
Idmdoo, was John Reeve, who, as a perfanner of burleeqi 
tngedy, is entitled to the appellation of a leviathan ;^_"noi 
,lmt himself can be his parallel;" — naturally redolent wi' 
every variely of broad humour and whimsical fiia. he nni* 
each physical requisite necessary to the embodying of all 
droll and ludicrous imugiaings. Those who hare not v . 
Mosed his perti>rmunci) of mock tragedy, can have but a faint 
idm uf the grolcsquo. Hb huge roiling eye,— his broad un- 
gainly ficnra, assisted by sla^e costume, — and the succession 
~'~btaT%tiei he illustrates iii his deportment, must Le seen 
, Rowlnndson, 
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shades of caricature, with a fidelity, lichness, and breadth 
equal to all three of these children of Apelles. 

Feeling how congenial the labour would be to the pencil 
of the caricaturist, if employed in illustrating Footers mock 
tragedy, we prevailed on Mr. Robert Cruikshank to furnish 
us with sundry designs, in which he has displayed considerable 
originality, together with that peculiar spirit and whimsical 
conception which have created for him so much popularity. 

We do not think we ought to conclude withoutpresenting 
our readers with some slight notice of Samuel Foote, the 
author of " The Tailors," who as actor, author, and wit, 
occupied so prolhinent a station in the theatrical history of 
his age, — ^whose farces and whose repartees have descended 
hand in hand to posterity, and seem to acquire in each suc- 
ceeding epoch, fresn vigour and immortality. 

Oui* author was a native of Truro, in Cornwall, where he 
was bom about the year 1720. He was educated at Worcester 
College, Oxford, on leaving which he entered himself of the 
Temme, where he continued several years — not studjdng the 
law, out devoting his time and energies to the gaming table. 
He married, experienced various vicissitudes of fortune, and 
at length betook himself to the stage, to obtain the neces- 
saries of life. Under the auspices of Macklin, he made his 
debut in " Othello," in February, 1744 ; failing in tragedy, 
he then tried comedy, and performed Lord Foppington, but 
was equally unsuccessful. He accordingly struck out a new 
path for himself, by appearing in the double character of 
author and performer, and opened the Haymarket Theatre in 
the spring of 1747, with a new piece of his own writing, called 
** The Diversions of the Morning.'* After the success of this 
" Monologue,'* he invited the public " To Tea," and his 
invitation was accepted with avidity. 

After this he produced the various Farces, that have ■ 
ranked him so high as a Dramatic Author, enjoying the 
friendship of Garrick, and the distinguished host of literati, 
and first-rate actors, that illumined the stage at this particular 
period. 

In 1766, by being thrown from his horse one of his legs 
were broken in such a manner as to require amputation ; tms 
did not affect the exercise of his abilities, but in 1777, finding 
his health decline, he disposed of his property in the Hay- 
market Theatre, to Mr. George Colman, and being advised 



by his physicians to try the South of France, with this intent 
he reached Dover on the 20th of October, where he died on 
the day following, in the fifty.seyenth year of his a^e. The 
body was removed to London, and was interred m West- 
minster Abbey by torch-light. 

R. ri. ' 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



Ma8T£R Tailors. 

As Originally Cast 
in 1762. 

Franci»co Mr. Foote 

Cainpbello Mr. Bannister 

Pearcey Mr. Garaner .. 

Hagglestonon Mr. Newton .. 

Regniadea .... Mr. Castle 

Flints. 

Abrabamidei Mr. Shnter 

Bernardo Mr. Davis 

Christopborides Mr. Pierce 

Hnmphryminos . . . . . . Mr. Loveman . . 

Bartbolomens Mr. Smith 

Isaacoa Mr. Palmer .. 

Jack, alias Jack ides .. .. Mr. Weston .. 

Zarhariadci Mr. Gardner .. 

Ralpho Mr. Strange .. 

Timothens Mr. Pynn 

Philippomenos Mr. Keen 

Tailors' Ladies. 

Dorothea Mrs. Jefferies 

Tittillinda Mrs. Gardner.. 

Tioderella Mrs. Burden . . 

Mopperella Mrs. Kirby .. 

Blonsidora ., Mrs. Dynton .. 



As Cast in 
1805. 
Mr. Dowton 
Mr. Clifford 
Mr. Grove 
Mr. Campbell 
Mr. Smith 



Mr. Mathews 
Mr. De Camp 

Mr. Myers 
Mr. Hatton 
Mr. Palmer 
Mr. Denman 
Mr. Liston 
Mr. Wilkins 

Mr. Wharton 



Mrs. Harlowe 
Mrs. Gibbs 



Miss Vining 



STAGE DIRECTIONS. 
R, means Right, — £. Left,—C. Centre. 

The lines distinguished by inverted commas (**) are omitted in 

the representation. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONJE, 

As performed at the Adelphi Theatre^ 1835. 

Francisco, Mr. Wilkinson. — A gray suit with black buttons, 

short black cut wig, shoes and buckles, rolls of flannel 

round his legs. 
Pearcey, Mrs. Buckstone. — Short black coat buttoned close 

lip to the neck, black smalls, blue striped stockings, 

short half boots, and small cocked hat. 
HagghstonoHt Mr. Glbson — Short blue coat, black waistcoat, 

gray smalls, black stockings, and black stock. 
Regniades, Mr. Foster — Green long-tailed coat, flowered 

waistcoat, short black trowsers, and light blue stockings. 
CampheUoj Signor Paulo. — Brown suit, (very old.) 
AbrahamideSf Mr. Reeve. — A light gray coat, large flowered 

waistcoat, black smalls, red stockings above the knee, 

shoes and buckles, long black straight-haired wi^, large 

hat, large light brown cloak, ^untlets, black belt. 
JBemardot Mr. Sanders. — Red smsuls, blue striped stockings, 

old black coat, and hat without crown. 
HumphryminoSf Mr. Morris. — Very old black suit, no 

stockings. 
Barihohmeus, Mr. King — Light yellow coat, with black 

buttons, black smalls, short black cut wig, and red 

stockings. 
Isaacos, Mr. Gallot. — Red striped stockings, black smalls, 

old court waistcoat, and brown coat, with one skirt. 
JackideSt Mr. Green — Red smalls, long black boots, short 

gray jacket, and red wig. 
Timotheus, Mr. Shaw Flowered suit, cut velvet very old, 

long black boots, large cocked hat, and black wig. 
Christophorides, Mr. Brown. ^ /-^u r t.* j 
Ralpko, Mr. Price. C Old fashioned suits, some- 

PhUipvomenos, Mr. Wilson.) what damaged. 
Dorothea, Miss Daly. — White apron and petticoat, brown 

gown (rumpet up,) large cap with red ribbons, black 

silk mitts, snoes and buckles. 
TittUlinda, Miss Novello. — Red petticoat, flowered gown, 

and white apron. 
MoppereUa, Mrs. Daly — Brown quilted petticoat, large 

flowered gown, full cap with crimson ribbons, high 

heeled shoes and buckles. 
"^lousidora, — Red gown, white petticoat, and black apron. 
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PROLOGUE. 

WRITTEN BY DAVID GARRICK, ESQ. 
SPOKEN BY MR. FOOTE. 



This night we add some heroes to our store. 
Who never were as heroes known before ; 
No blustering Romans, Trojans, Greeks, shall rage, — 
No knights arm'd cap^cL-pie shall crowd our stage ; 
Nor shall our Henrys, Edwards, take the field. 
Opposing sword to sword, and shield to shield ; 
With difierent instruments our troop appears. 
Needles to thimbles shall, and shears to shears. 
With parchment gorgets, and in buckram armed. 
Cold-blooded Tailors are to heroes warmed. 
And slip-shod slide to war. No lion's glare,* 
No eye-baUs darting fire, shall make you stare : 
Each outside shall belie the stuff within, 
A Roman spirit in a Tailor's skin. 
A cross-legged Cassius, Pompey, shall you see. 
And the ninth part of Brutus strut in me. 
What thb* no swords we draw, no daggers shake. 
Yet can our warriors a ** quietus make, 
" With a bare bodkin." — ^Then be dumb, ye railers. 
And never, but in honour, call out Tailors ! 
But are these heroes tragic, you will cry ? 
Oh ! very tragic — and I'll tell you why — 
Should female artists with the male combine. 
And Mantua-makers to the Tailors join. 
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Should all, too proud to work, their trades gireo'i 
Not to be softened by the siipence more, — 
What horroFB would ensue ! — First, you, ye beam. 
Would forfeit all exiatence with your clothes. 
Then you, ye fair, where would be your defence ? 
ITiis is no golden age of innocence. 
Should drunken Bacchanals the Graces meet, 
And no police protect the naked street, — 
Beaaty is weak, and passion bold and strong :— 
Oh ! then — but modesty restrains my tongue. 

May this night's bard a skilful Tailor be. 
And like a well-made coat his tr^edy ; 
Tho' dose, yet easy ; decent, but not dull ; 
Short, but not scanty ; without buckram, full ! 




THE TAILORS. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— A Tailor's Work-shop. 

Abrahamides discovered in C, and Four Tailors on 
Shop-board at Work, Enter Bernardo and 
Bartholomeus. — L, 

Abb. Welcome, Bernardo ! — Now, what say our 
friends ? 

Bern. Great Abrahamides, the chief of all. 
Who led th' embattled Tailors first to war, 
Saccess attends you to your utmost wish ; — 
Behold ! the brave Bartholomeus is come. 
Willing to hear, and aid your utmost aim. 

Abr. His mien is noble, and bespeaks the Tailor 
Not of the Dunghill and degenerate race. 
But such as the brave Elliot led to battle. 
Wm he not bend bef(»% a master's frown ? 
Or flow dissolving in the tankio-d's tears ? 

Bern. Injurious thought ! 

Bart. To ease you of your fears, 
1 will retire ; — you'll one day know me better. 

B 



14 THE TAILORS. 

Abr. Forgive me, stranger, if, in caution old, 
I fear to trust appearance e'en like thine. 
Whence and what art thou ? 

Bart. In Wapping's distant realm I drew m^ 
hreath ; 
Where long my father held his peaceful sway. 
Fired with the love of liberty and beer. 
Urged by Bernardo's friendship, I am come 
To offer aid, — ^if aid, so mean as mine. 
Can aught avail a cause so great, so just ! 

Abr. Say, who thy sire ? 

Bart. The old Bartholomeus. 

Abr. Thrice happy omen ! Welcome to my arms, 
Thou generous son of that brave man I loved ; 
We oft in early youth together worked, 
On the same board together cross-legged sat ; 
In summer cucumbers, in winter cabbages. 
Together eat. Oft at the skittle-ground — 

Bern. Consider, sir, this time admits no pause 
For friendship's softer ties : one hour, perhaps, 
Decides our utmost fate ! 

Abr. Well urged Bernardo. — Say, thou generous 
youth, 
How stands thy state ? speak, if in peace or war ? 

Bart. In i)eace profound with all the neighbouring 
chiefs ; 
Nor that alone ; for amity's strict league 
Unites us all. — Far on the adverse coast, 
As far as Redriff's ample range extends. 
Great Christophorides resides in state. 
While northward, to Whitechapel's awful mount. 
The great Humphryminos, renowned in arms. 
Leads the tremendous sons of SpitaMelds. 

Bern. What are your numbers, andhow disciplined ? 
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Bart. Fall fifteen hundred men complete in arms. 
Abb. a goodly band ! Now, gallant stranger, hear ! 
By good intelligence I'm well informed, 
. The tyrant masters meet in close divan, 
, At the Five Bells. Part of their dark design 
i Is known, the rest concealed ; but I've ta'en care 
' To place Isaacos, with a chosen band. 
Instructed to discover, or disturb 
Their inmost councils from their destined aim ; 
^e it thy care to haste, Humphryminos 
And Chrystophorides, to this night's council ; 
^ile each subaltern chief prepares the men. 
Bart. I will, brave chief. — ^Where is the council 

held? 
Abr. Why, at the Orange Tree, in^ White Hart 

yard. 
Bart. Till then, farewell ! 
Abr. Nay, quick ! be Mercury ; 
Set feathers to thy heels, and fly like thought, 

iVom me to them, from them to me ag ain ! 

Bart. The spirit of the time shall teach me speed. 

lEait. L. 
Bern. Spoke like a sprightly Tailor ! 
Abr. a gallant youth ! 
Bernardo, ere the midnight clock has struck. 
Be thou with me ; some doubts perplex my breast 
Which this night's council must or clear or cure. 

lExit, with Tailors, — R, 



SCENE II. — An apartment in Franciscans house. 
Enter Fb.ascibco, followed hy Dorothea. — L, 



Dor. Francisco, stay ! unkind Francisco, stay ! 
Nor let thy Dorothea plead in vain ; 
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18 THB TAILORS. 

Consider, love, thy swaddled legs, thy gout, and all 
thy pains. 

Fran. Cease, Dorothea, to perplex my breast 
With idle fears ; whene'er my duty calls. 
Thou know'st, nor goat, nor rheumatism can stop me; 
Cease, then, to ask for what I must deny. 

Dor. True, I'm a woman ; therefore full of fear ; 
But thb' my body's weak, my mind is noble. 
For that is full of thee : on thee I gaze. 
Watch every virtue, catch the kindling flame ! 
Cease, then, to tax thy Dorothea's heart 
With idle fears ; those fears are all for thee ! 
Oh, but this night absent thyself from council. 
And Dorothea then will ask no more ! 

Fran. It cannot, must not be. 

Dor. Cannot ? must not ? 

Fran. Ah, no ! 

Dor. And yet there was a time, my Franky, 
When Dolly might obtain a greater suit ; 
If she but looked as if she had a want. 
Thy penetrating eyes, and generoas heart. 
Watched every look, prevented every wish ; — 
There wa8 a time, when in the afternoon. 
As you prepared to take your usual nap. 
No pillow pleased but Dorothea's breast ; 
When to the last your eyes would gaze on her. 
Till poppey sleep oppressed them ; she with joy 
Strok'd thy lank cheeks, and lulled thy soul to rest ; 
Bat, ah ! that time (I know not why) is past. 

Fran. Oh, peace ! thou fair upbraider, chide no 
more ! 
•Thou know'st my heart still glows with fondness for 

thee ; 
But, go I must ; the fate of all the trade 
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Depends on this night's council ; 'tis decisive. 
[ Camphello, the great father of the trade, 
V^ith his own hand hath summoned : ahsence now 
Would cast reproach on all my former fame ! 
Dor. Oh, didst thou know hut all, thou wouldst 

not go. 
Fran, What means my love ? 
Dor. Alas, I fear to tell ! 

Fran. Keep me not on the rack ! — ^perplex no more, 
Bat tell me all ! 
Dor. Wilt thou not chide me then ? 
Fran. Chide thee, my love ? 
^ Dor. Oh, smooth that angry hrow, 
1*11 tell thee all ! — Last night, I had a dream ! 
Fran. A dream ! a dream ! 
Dor. Nay, hear me, ere you hlame ! — 
Methought you took me in a one-horse chaise. 
Unto the Star and Garter, Richmond Hill. 
Hacid and pleased, we had a charming ride ; 
*^ut, while we gazed on the rich prospect round, 
Sudden, methought, I stumhled ; anxious fear 
Ufged me to catch at thee — at thee, my love, 
My best support — ^but thou, alas ! wert gone ! 
^en, lo ! far off, the bottom of the hill, 
* saw thee rising from the watery Thames, 
All dripping wet ! with eager haste I ran : 
As I drew nigh, what words can paint my fears, 
When I beheld blood trickling down thy face : 
At that sad sight I waked with horror ! 
Fran. Wet ? 
Dor. Dripping wet ! 
Fran. And bloody too ? 

Dor. All a gore blood! and from that hour to this. 
Remembrance chills me with the very thought ! 



20 THE TAILORS. 

Fran. Trust me, my love, my heart recoils wkh 
fear ! 

Dor. Oh, seize the happy omen ! stay at home ! 
I'll seud a message, that you're sick in hed. 

Fran. What, for a dream! no; it shall ne'er be said 
A dream could awe a Master Tailor's soul ! 
Besides, inform me, what's this dream to me, 
More than the world in general ? 

Dor. Gallant man ! [Fran, going. 

Yet, stay, Francisco, stay! 

Fran. Thou plead'st in vain ! 
How would St. Clement's sons, renowned in art, 
And their proud dames, (whose mantuas sweep the 

ground. 
With heads made up of wool and rumps of cork) 
Attaint the lustre of Francisco's name. 
Should it be known, a dream could e'er deter 
Him from his duty ! no ; come what come may, 
I'm fixed to go ; for 'tis our council-day. 

Dor. Oh, rigid virtue ! more than stoic pride ! 
Since thou wilt go, leave not thy cloak behind ; 
Screen thy loved self, thy Dolly's dearer half. 
From the dank dew, and each unkindly fog : 
Sure rigid honour does not that forbid. 

Fran. In that, and every thing that's free from 
shame, 
Francisco lives but to oblige his Dolly. 

Dor. 'Tis kindly said. — ^Who waits without ? 
come in ! 

Enter Moppbrblla. 

Forth from the clothes press fetch, the red roqueleau. 
[Mopperella goes out^ and returns with a roqueleau^ 
and small bottle. 



And now. one parting kiss ! one more ! farewell. 
Remember well — hold, hold, my boding heart ! — 
Whate'er Francisco's fate, his Dolly suffers ! 
Oh, my Francisco ! 

Fran, Oh, my Dorothea ! 

lExeuttt, Fran. R, — Mop. L^i 

SCENE ill.— -^ Room at the Five Bells. 

Cahfbbi.1.0, Haoolegtonon, Fearcet, FnANCisca,! 

Rbqniasbs, &o., ia council, all seated at a tablB,M 

tmth pipes, bottles, mugs, Sic. 

Cauf. My friends, a Bet of worthy men you are 
Prudent and just, and careful for the trade. 
In various meetings and with long debate. 
With no small toil, at length it was resolved. 
This night's conclusive meeting crowns the whole ; 
Whether by open war or covert guile. 
We now debate : who can advise, may speak ! 

Uao. "Tis true, this point demands our utmost car 
And since no generous usage can restrain 
Those sons of riot, harsher means be tried ! 
For if their insolts you unpunished bear, 
A train of horrid ills vrill soon ensue, 
E'en to the rotn of our antique trade. 
Therefore, by ray advice, be forthwith raiaed 
A large subscription, placed io proper haads. 
Which may let loose the mercilesa stem law 
To hant the slaves, like hell-hounds, thro' the worldll 

Pbar. Much I approve great Hagglestonon's plan.f 
United firmly, we have nought to fear; 
But if in our own botly should be found 
Some hollow bosoms, — men, who, void of shame, 
iVefer ignoble ease to glorious toil, 
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And mamlT with their mde demmds oompij ; 
Should dim be mch (as worthy cune I hare 
To fear there are,) where is your reme^ ? 
To what end senres the patriot's hooest tofl. 
If alken dsTes of ease tfans bar socces s ? 
Ills sudi as tiieae who can prevent or cure ? 

Rie. That can I. 
Sage Latitatos, learned in the law. 
With much sound wisdom proTcd that not alone 
The rebels who demand, bat aQ who give 
More than the stated price assigned by law. 
Are liable to prosecution deep. 
Be it thy care, oh, fJEtther of the trade. 
Thou sage Campbello, with tkj utmost strength 
And speed, to forward Hagglestonon's plan ; 
Spare no offender ! tbea we soon shall know 
Oar friends from foes ; as all the wise prefer 
An avowed enemy to a doabtfol friend. 

Fran. Rade am I in my speech, and little skilled 
In soft persaasive arts ; bat yet, I trost 
By facts my injured character to save. 
Nor need I now relate, oh. Tailors, here. 
The services which I have done the trade. 
They are all known ; Arts such as these I leave 
To them, who think that boasting gives them honour. 
Yet some, in justice to myself, I mus t 
When, at the time of general mourning, all 
To Bedfordbury and to White-hart-yard, 
Straight ran in crowds, with haste to intercept 
Each other's men, submitting to their terms. 
Stepped not I forth, and checked the rude barbarians ? 
Who was it first proposed this very plan ? 
Was that the action of a doubtful friend ? 
Who called the general meeting in the Strand ? 



Gam«. 'tis true ; but what did ye effect ? 
'.K. Spent the time id noisy vain debates. 
lering you travering and irresolute, 
With boDeet Hcom, I catered for myself; 
VJlinl could ! do ? — say, if a baron aends 
To me for clothee, what, must ! leave him clotheleas ? 
Or, if 8 duke, who pays me nobly, sends 
For a rich birth-day suit, what, must I say 
1 can't afford to pay my joumcynea ? 
Oh, inconsiderate, ungrateful men ! 
little I thought, that after all my toils 
From early youth down to decvepid age, 
Beproacb sboold ever stain my honest fame ; 
Less, it phonld come from Pearcey's flippant tongue. 
'Tig true I gave more than the law allows ; 
So have yoo all : if you call that a crime. 
From guilt like that not even Pearcey's free. 
j Pbab. Who dares name gvilt, and with a Pearcey's 

Fban. That dare 1 1 

PiAR. You know your age protects you ; 

I Your safety else you would not hazard thus. 
F&AK. Safety from thee ? — 
Canp, Hold, hold, my noble friends ! 
Restrain your fire, check this impetuous rage, 
Nor let these sparks be kindled into flame. 
Pearcey, be dumb, and learn respect to age ! 
ITTiy worth, Francisco, still will be remembered, 
Long as the Tailors' business has a being. 
Think not, thou venerable man, that words. 
Hastily dropped in council, point at thee ; 
S For whosoever strives to wrong thy fame, 
[ "Will find the dart recoil upon himself. ,_ 

Rxa. Ere I would wrong the great Franciaco*s 1 




1 
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May my right hand forget to hold the needle ! 
WKfe'er I spoke was for the common good; 
The ill was general, fatal the effect. 
Which to prevent was the utmost of my aim. 

Fbar. Forgive me, sage Francisco, if rash jc 
Forget respect, so due to age like thine. 

Fran. Oh, great Regniades, and Pearcey toe 
Forgive my warmth ; if, when my fame's attack 
My swelling heart e'en bursts with indignation ! 
For what is dearer to a Tailor's soul ? 
Acknowledgment like this restores my love : 
I am no Scythian, nursed with tiger's milk. 
But yield with joy to friendship's softer tie. 

Camp. Ay, this is right! — Say, shall I pu 
question. 
Is it resolv'd, that one and all unite ? 

Omnbs. All, all ; all nine as but one man. 

Camp. Well have y^e done, well ended long del 
Synod of Tailors, like to what you are ! 
Yet, ere we part — 
[A noise is heard, of breaking windows and ^Aoi 

Enter Waiter. — L. 

Waiter. Haste, gentlemen ! my worthy ma 
run ! 
For all the joume3rmen are up in arms ; 
Caps, hats, and brick-bats fly about the street. 
And knock down every master that they meet ! 

lExeimt, 

SCENE IV.— ^ Street. 

Enter Abrahamides solus, — B, 
Abr. With what imequal tempers are we for 



Lt iho' adorned with splendour, armed with power, 

dient Tailors tremble at my nod : 

»* at each, club the chair of honour'a placed 

e alooe ; what tho' on every slate, 
^Dsme stands foremost — atill I am unhappy : 

a beneath the complicated pangs 
alore and of ambition ! — Ye jarring pair, 
Thy do you join to rack a heart like mine ? 
Vet why should love be e'er denied the brave f 
Q way to reap the fruit of both ? 
i vaj love, ambition yet may thrive ; 
J, plausive Prudence, neither vice nor virtue. 
It worth thera all ; pale fac'd Hypocrisy, 
d thy smooth smile to hide my close design ; 
d friendly Caution, with tliy timid eye, 
HTktcb, leet eome spy should dog me to my haunt. 

lExit.—L. 

SCENE V.—Tittillinda's Lodgings. 

Enter Tittillisua, followed by Bloiisidora, — L. 

TiTT, Still must I mourn, for ever mourn my fate, 
Oppreseed by Fortune, and a slave to love ! 
Oh, would hot Fortune smile. Love yet might bleaa 
Our future days, and Abraha.midea 
fill these loved anna, with joys unutterable. 
Instead of that — 

Blodb, Torment thyself no more ! 
Think what you are, your present happiness ; 
Great Abrahamidcs is still thy alave. 

TiTT, In vain you urge me to forget my woes. 

Blods. How many ladles, in your situation. 
Would think themselves completely blest to see 



An Abrahamidea sigh at their feet ; 

One. who, by general voice of all the Flints, 

From his sole merit was elected chief 1 

TiTT. True, Blousidora, merit EDch as his 
Might gratify a woman's utmost pride ; 
Great is his merit ; greater still hia love. 
Sure I shall ne'er forget that fatal day 
When at the Court of Conscience first we met ; 
Urg'd by hard creditors, oppressed by foee. 
Obedient to the summoDs there I came : 
Full thirty shillingH was the vast, vast debt ; 
Friendless, unknowing iu the quirks of law. 
While the brow beating justices iusult, 
Forth from the crowd there stepped a gallant youq 
Whose form might clnira attention e'en from qucc ' 
He asked the sum ; then fifteen shillings paid, 
(His whole week's wages) and subscribed a note. 
By weekly payments to discharge the rest. 

Blous. Oh, generoos youth ! But tell me, hapless 

Was he till then unkno'svii ? 

TiTT. His name, his form, 
Till that blest hour, were utterly unknown. 
Forth from the wondering crowd he led me home; 
Then ordered dinner, and some brandy-punch ; 
Enquired my name, my state, soothed all my griefs, 
Then urged hia passion in ao soft a straiD ! 
Whbt could I do ? my Blousidora, say ! 
Could I refuse the gentle generous vouth? 

Blous. While he is faithful, why should you 
complain f 

TiTT. Have I not cause ? my Blousidora, say ! 
f 'While cruel fortune frowns, he can't support me ; 
My father's doors are ever shut agtiinst me : 



ffbene'er that thought occurs, my spirits sink, 
ind. my whole soul goes forth in sighB and tears ! 

[Weeps. 
BtouB. Here comee the chief. [£ji(.— /.. 

Enter Abraham ides. — L, 

Abb. In tears, my TittUlinda? 
ijft up thine eyes ; and see who cornea to cheer thee. 

TiTT, My Abrahamides ! 

Abr. Yea, my Tittilinda, 
Tliy faithful Abrahamides is come, 
To aooth thy sorrows, cheer thy drooping s])irils. 
Bot why these tears ? why, with heart-rending sighs. 
Heaves thy sad bosom ? is there aught on earth, 
"Within my power, I would not do to serve thee f 

TiTT. Oh, generous youth ! 

Abu. Trust me, my love, I feared 
Some rude unfeeling bBiliff was the cause 
Of thy sad tears. But, most of nil I feared 
You pined for pleasures I could not afford. 

TiTT. Oh, no I all pleasures centre in thy arms. 

envy not the fair, whose happier fate 
Nightly affords to go to Sadler's Wells ; 
Or to White Conduit House, where buttered loaves 
.AsBuage their hunger ; and to cool their thirst, 
Sweet-shding syllabub a&brds its aid ; 
IVee be their joys, joys once, alas, my own ! 
Nor yet unhappy TittiUinda's fate, 
"While Abrahamides continues love. 

Abr. Oh, my soul's joy, if fortune crown our arms. 
My Tittillmda shaO no longer mourn ; 
A few short hours will soon decide our fate. 
"When nest we meet, I'll raise thee to an height. 
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Shall gather all thy gazing neighbours round 
To wonder who the devil placed thee there. 
But if we ne*er meet more — 

TiTT. What means my love ? 

Abr. Be ignorant, till thou applaud' st the deed. 

TiTT. I seek to know no more than you reveal. 
Yet, ere thou goest, drink some generous punch, 
To cheer thy drooping soul. 

Abr. Short be our joys, 
Whene'er our duty calls. — But come, my love ; 
If fate but favour us, our future days 
Shall roll in peace, in luxury, and ease. 
And all be crowned with punch, with pork, with pe 



THB END OF THB FIRST ACT. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. — An Apartment in Francisco's House, 

Enter Dorothea a^ii Mofferblla. — R, 

Mop. Cease, my dear mistress, cease these fruitless 
tears. 
Nor let the canker Grief destroy thy heauty. 
My master never later stays than ten. 
But he sends word. 

Dor. Oh, you mistake me quite ! 
For other sorrows load my throbbing breast. 

Mop. What other sorrows can disturb you now ? 
Fm sure no woman in the parish goes 
• Or better fed, or better drest than thou. 
Or takes more pleasure in a handsome way. 

Dor. Happiest of tailor's ladies sure am I ; 
Ungrateful were it to deny the truth. 
'IHs true, Francisco drives but with one horse. 
Nor envy I whose ladies drive with two. — 
But, Mopperella, as you talk of eating. 
Say, is the sparrow-grass got ready yet ? 
- Mop. The water's boiling, and the toast is made ; 
But Betty says she will not put the grass 
Into the saucepan, till my master comes. 

Dor. Betty is careful. 

Mop. Then, dear madam, say, 
' Since you confess that you enjoy all pleasure, 
* A country house and town, a one-horse chaise. 
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White Conduit House, and every joy beside. 
Why do you grieve thus ? 

Dor. True, my Mopperella, 
I have a country house in Lambeth Marsh, 
Genteely furnished ; nor need fear, when drest. 
The envious glance of Madam Sarcenet's eye ; 
Yet, for all this, I am unhappy still. 
I know not why — ^but, ah ! my boding heart 
Presages ill from this night's fatal council. 

Mop. What, do you grieve because my master's out? 
Oh, grieve no more ; he will be back to supper. 
Madam, were I in your place, I protest, 
I should be merry, as a grig, all day. 

Dor. Thou hast no husband, Moppy ! if thou hadst, 
Thou wouldst not prattle at this idle rate ; 
How can a single woman ever feel 
Those little fears, that nice uneasiness. 
Which so distinguish every prudent wife ? 

Mop. Madam, tho' single, yet I can pronounce. 
If I were married, I should love my husband ; 
But tho' I loved him, yet I would not fret 
When he was out — ^unless he stayed all night. 

Dor. Stay out all night? hold your irreverent 
tongue ! [Knocking. 

Your master comes ! I know his knock — begone ! 
Bid Betty hasten supper ; well I know. 
When he returns, he's hungry and fatigued. 



Enter Francisco with his head broke, led by a Waiter. 

—L. 

Fran. Here, Robin, here's a tester ! 

Dor. What do I see ! 
Oh, speak Francisco ! ease me of my fears ! 



UH. Be not alarmed, my love, but lend thy ar 
p my feeble steps. 
. Run for a surgeon ! 

Fran. Hart thou no sticking-plaster here, my loi 

Don. I have, ray love: anj Hungary water too 
Ilow art thou now ? 

Fran. Better; much better, love ; 
Only a little faint with loss of blood. 

Dor. No wonder, love; didst thou not faint before? I 

Fban. a tailor's soul beats all with equal firmness! 1 

Don. But say. my love, how hap'd this dire mi 
chance ! 

Fban. Why, in the middle of our long debate. 
The journeymen assembled, all in arms. 
With stones broke every window; then, whilst I 
Endeavoured to oppose (the rest being old) 
Myself alone amidst an host of foes. 
Oppressed by numbers, senseless fell to earth. 
Till Robin picked me up, and led mc home. 

DoK. Where was thy DoUy then, to bind thy head? I 
}at now my dream is out, my fears are gone 1 
Why wouldst thou go against thy Dolly's warning ? i 

" . Who can controul his fate? all must submits- 1 
Mooarchs and tailors must submit to fate. 

. That's true. Thealet meputtheenowtitbed^J 
And rest, perhaps, will heal thy smarting wounds. 

Fran. I will ; and in the morning soon will get 
A judge's warrant for that rascal Isaac. 

Dor. Isaac ? who's he ? 

Fban. Why, our late foreman ; he 
Was at their head. 

Dor. Then troance him well, my love ! 
But come, get thee Xo bed ; and then — 

Fbaw. What then? 
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Dor. ril make my love some whey. 

Fran. And so you may. [Fran, is led out,-^R* 

Dorothea alone. 

For Isaac get a warrant ? I'm undone ! 
What can I do ? — Ha ! when he's fast asleep, 
I'll send for Isaac, give him instant notice» 
That he may shun the danger. [Exit.-^B 



SCENE II. — An Antichamber in the Alehouse, 

Enter Abrahamides — R, and Bernardo. — L, 

Abr. Oh, faithful friend, sole partner of my councilSi 
Thy early industry proclaims thy heart. 

Bern. None yet arrived ? what means this dull 
delay ? 

Abr. 'Tis yet too soon ; therefore I hid thee come) 
To share the troubles that disturb my breast. 

Bern. Is this a time, oh, chief, to harbour fear, 
"When our long-laboured scheme is near its birth ? 

Abr. Mistake me not ; so cold a guest as Fear 
Ne'er found admittance into this £rm breast. 
I fear and doubt of others. 

Bern. Who? explain! 

Abr. Hast thou not marked, in all our various 
meetings. 
Some fearful hearts, still wavering and weak ? 

Bern. Whom do you mean ? 

Abr. Pale Zachariades, 
Envious Fhilhppomenos, I fear ; 

Ipho's cold heart ; Timotheus' addle brain ! 
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Bbrn. Why do yon donbt them ? 

Abr. Oh, I know them well ; 
On the same board together oft we've worked ; 
Oft have I seen them with an abject eye, 
IVemble before the tyrant master's frown. 
And crouch beneath the foreman's weak dommion. 

BsRN. If thus you doubt, 'twere better to prevent 
the ills you fear, than wait in vain their cure* 

Abr. That's my design. 

Bern. Shall I secure them, then ? 

Abr. Not yet, with open force ; with deeper art, 
Veil make their fears the rulers of their fate. 
Involved in guilt, they'll then have no retreat. 
But to go forward. This night's hostile act 
(I know Isaacos will do his duty) 
Commences war ; no hopes of peace remain. 

Bbrn. Have you yet heard from great Isaacos ? 

Abr. Yes, my Bernardo, that the blow is struck ; 
That done, they all dispersed, but will attend 
Their several duties here. In the mean time. 
Be it thy care to watch those heartless Dungs ; 
Inform the leaders of the Eastern climes, 
Redrlff, and Wapping, of our honest fears. 
That when we've singled out these half-made souls, 
(Should we not bring them to the paths of Honour) 
Then, like a limb diseased, we'll lop them off ! 

Bern. Bravely resolved, my chief. — Bat sure 'tis 
time 
That we repair to council. 

Abr. Let's go in. lExeunt. — L. 



mum 



SCENE m.—TAe Club-r 



Bartiiolombus, Zachakiadeb, PuiLt 

awrfttALPHo, discovered in council; Aai 
in I lie chair. 

Abu, Oh, gallant men, chief pillars of the tr* 
For the last time we meet, to fis the plan 
Of future action. 'Tis well known to all. 
Some timid Dungs (unworthy of the name 
Alike of tailor or of man ; from wtom 
OpprobrioBB proverbs rise to hurt our fame,) 
Meanly descend to wort for half-a-crown. 
Whilst this continues, all our schemes are vain 
What's to he done ? 

Hum. Great Abrahamides, 
Permit a roan, unskilled in council sage. 
Yet from plain facts, that have been, thence concluA' 
What may he. — When the weaving sons of silk. 
Oppressed with debts and hunger, rose in arms. 
They had divisions then, as we have now : 
What did they do f whene'er they found a man 
Doubting or faltering, him they straight compelled : 
Hence, soon a formidable band arose. 
And all the sister trades were forced to join. 
Lo ! their example points us out the way. 

Bart. And since, among such numbers wit) hi 

Some dastard Dungs, let chosen bands be placed 
To storm the masters' houses where tiiey work; 
it the midnight hour, when sunk in sleep, 
Buk all their windows, frighten all their v ' 
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lule others shall assault each house of call. 
Hash all their slates, and plunder every box ; 
in by experience, they are taught to kuow 
To private safety can depend on aught 
lot on the common good. We want not men, 
^or chiefs to lead th em. 

Zach. Measures such as these, 
ZSodld we insure success, would gain our ends. 
rhe Dungs are numerous ; and though, so base, 
Riey dread the noble toil of glorious war. 
Yet that same baseness may defeat our valour. 
It is well known, before these fatal broils, 
The Flints and Dungs in friendly intercourse 
Together worked, together friendly drank ; 
Hence each is known, — ^his name — ^his habitation, — 
His house of haunt, and each particular ; 
Should we proceed to force, as is advised, 
^ith informations they would straight repair 
To Sir John Fielding ; whose fierce myrmidons. 
At unexpected moments, might entrap 
Singly our chiefs, and throw them into gaol. 

Bbrn. And if they do, they cannot hang us, sure ! 
Breaking of windows is not capital. 

Zach. But plundering boxes is. 

Bbrn. That we'll avoid. 

Zach. Think on the Riot Act. 

Bbrn. Ere that is read. 
All our swift-footed Flints, as swift as ducks. 
Will soon elude their search. 

Zach, But when asleep 
Can- they escape ? may they not then be ta'cn ? 

Bbrn. Suppose they are, is there a man so base. 
Who fears, for such a cause, to live in gaol ? 
When from each box they will be well supplied 



Zach. Fear! fear, Bernardo? s 

knows 
Firm Zachariades, who doubts his c 
Bbbn. Cura'd be the man who 

Through every purlieu of long Drury 
And Covent Garden, has thy prowesf 
And White Hart Yard ia wanton 
Nor is thy roatcblese hardinesa unkn< 
For, while the slaves of ease repose c 
Oft on the flinty pavement hast thou 
Hushed hv the murmuring kennel to 
I meant not to reproach, but only rai 
Thy well-known courage to support c 
Phil. Hia courage none can doubl 

Are free, with freedom will I speak n 
1 own I think with Zachariadea, 
That gentler means at first ahould be 
To win as friends, rather than treat a 
Chris. No generous meaos wiU ev 
TTieir Rordid souls are lost to every se 
ffi lT '^'"'^"''" "^ °^ Wooui ; Force aloi 



I For their own prentices secured tlie door ; 
I'l^t knonn, resolved at last to e;ive no time 

fbtore achemea, my troops I quickly formed, 
n instant, at the signal given, 
d of brick-bats darkened all the air, 
d every window, deafened every ear: 
B they gazed ; at the next onset fled, 
a rout, confusion worse confounded ! 
ind bottles, pipes and Tailors, lay 

,., le promiscuous carnage ! Soon all fled, 

■feive those whom wounds or gouty limbs detained. 
Great Hagglestonon, prostrate on the earth — 

Abb. White-livered Tailor! — 
There let him lie, and be the earth on him ! 

leAACOB. With him, Regniades, Francisco, fell. 
This done, we all dispersed, and all are safe. 

Abr. Conduct like this deserves our public thanks. 
Omnss. To great Isaacos our thanks be paid ! 
IsAACOS. Oh, you o'er-rate my services too much; 
All I can boast, is to have done my duty. 

Abr. Thus by one brave and daring bright example, 
You Bee how vigour will insure succeBs: 
And, Zachariades, I trust will, own. 
On that alone depends our future hope. 

Zach. I meant not to oppose the public voice. 
But freely gave ray thoughts. 

Abr. Then we conclude, 
With hostile vigour to compel the Dungs. 
Omnbb. All ; all resolve I 

Abe. In Co vent- Garden, ere to-morrow's dawn. 
We'll muster all our troops ; there let each chief 
Attend for further orders. — Good night to all ! 

[Exeunt all but Abr. and Bern.— 
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Abr. What think'st thou now, Bernardo ? Dk 
thou mark 
The pallid Dungs : 

Bern. I did; and saw that fear 
Shrunk their cold hearts, and withered every nerve 

Abr. They have not hearts to enter into guilt; 
Them I can never trust : some safer way 
Must then be found to rid us of our fears. 

Bern. Ay, but what way ? 

Abr. Put powder in their drink ! 

Bern. What dost thou mean } — gunpowder? 

Abr. No, nor James's powder: excruciating jala 

Bern. Ha! jalap! 

Abr. Gripe-giving mercury will reach their bowe 
And render them imfit for active deeds. 

Bern. True ; that will do : where is it to be g< 

Abr. Know'st thou no lean apothecary ! 

Bern. No, 

Abr. Then buy it at a common chemist's shop. 

Bern. If we should give too much ? 
What if the powder should not work at all ? 

Abr. Suppose it should not ? 
Hast thou, Bernardo, gone with me so far. 
Trod every step, and shared in every honour. 
And start' st thou at a paltry accident. 
Which may or may not happen ? 

Bern. Doubt me not ! 
But you remember what the bakers did, 
Out of mere fun, and too much jalap given ? 

Abr. Their comrade died, and they abscond 
Well! 
And what of that ? — ^Mark me, Bernardo well ; 
Consider well the precipice we're on ; 
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¥or should we fait, be eure that thou and I 
To public justice the first victims fall. 

Bern. No more ! tliou hast convinced me ; I'm 
resolved. 

Abr. Yet hear! shall we, when raised thus high, 

When one step higher crowns our utmost hopes ? 

Najf, more — but this is for thy private ear — 

If we succed in this, I have a plan 

Will free us ever from base servitude, 

And we'll be masters in our turn, Bernardo. 

BsRN. Oh, worlhv to deceive and awe the Tailors ! 
m go this instant (for I know their haunt) 
And, under fair pretence of reconcilement, 
We'll drink together ; just ere the tankard's out, 
rU mix the drug, and leave them to their fate. 

[Goiajr. — L. 

Abr, a lucky thought. — Yet hear. Bernardo, 

BsBN. What dost thou say, lay chief? 

Abr. Full half an ounce ! 

Bern. Depend upon it they shall have enough ; 
It shall not be a thimble-fuU . 

Abr. Oh, noble daring ! — Think on the reward : 
If we succeed, we're masters for ourselves. 

[Exeunt. ~R. 

SCENE IV. — Zachariades's Lodgings. 

Enter ZACH*niADBs and TiNnnitBLLA. — R. 



TrNB. Why, look you, Zachariades ! 'tis voi 
To talk to me — my children shall not starve. 
Zach. I prithee, woman, hold thy peace — no morel 
Tjnd. 1 will notpeace.whilelhavebreathtoi_ 
Oh. that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth 1 t 
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Then would I rattle thee with such a peal. 
Thou shouldst comply, or never shouldst have rest. 

Zach. Nor have I now, or ever shall. 

TiND. Oh, shame ! "^ 

There's not a meeker-tempered woman breathes 
Than Tinderella — all the parish knows. 
But 'tis enough to make a parson swear. 
To see a man run headlong into gaol 
And starve his children, and as good a wife 
(Though I declare it) as man ever had. 

Zach. As good a wife? — ay, and as gentle too! 

TiND. Ay, gentle too! — ^What, I suppose you'd 
Some meek insipid thing with folded arms, [have 
Would stand or curt'sy, and say yes, or no. 
As vou would have her : No, i'faith not I! 
I do my duty, you should think on yours. 

Zach. "WTiy what the devil ails the woman now? 
Is not three shillings better far, thou fool. 
Than half-a-crown a day ? 

TiND. What's half-a-crown. 
Or what three shillings, if you go to gaol. 
Who will maintain your wife and children then ? 

Zach. Each friendly box will yield a weekly aid. 

TiND . But what if you should be confined for years : 
The box would soon be tired. See, hither come 
Your masters with a warrant. 

Enter Hagglestonon and Regniades. — L. 

Zach. Let them come! 

Hag. Well Zachariades, to you we come. 
As to a man whose regularity 
Has long been known. Say, wherefore would you lose 
Your reputation thus, to join with those 
Whom gentle usage never can restrain ? 
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Rbg. Why will you mingle with such men, Whose 
Are all against the law ? [acts 

Zach. Why should not I, 
As well as others, have my wages rais'd ? 
My work's as good as theirs ? 

Hag. Suppose it is. 
You know the price is fixed ; what is your due 
Is duly paid. Whoe'er offends the law 
Will feel, too late, the weight of all its pains. 

TiND. Did not I say so ? 

Zach. Woman, hold your peace ! 

TiND. No, I will not! — Sirs, give me leave to 
speak — 

Hag. Hold ; let me speak.— We now are come as 
friends, 
Out of regard to your known worth, to save you 
From all its penalties ; for he assured. 
Whoe'er is ta'en will most severely suffer. 

Zach. I shall not more than others. 

TiND. Yes, you will. 

Reg. Ay, that you will : consider well, your wife. 
Your children. 

TiND. Think on that I your children, wife ! 

Zach. What would you have me do ? — If I comply 
The Flints will straight molest ; nor wife nor child. 
Nor e'en myself, were safe. 

Rbg. Oh, never fear 
Those lawless rascals. We will safe protect 
Both you, and all the rest that with you join. 

Enter Timotheus. — R. 

Tim. Oh, Zachariades ! 

Zach. Well, what's the matter ? 
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Tim. Poor Phillippomenos is almost dead ! 
Ere he arrived at home, a cold fit seized. 
And cruel vomits shattered all his frame. 

Zach. Whence could it come ? 

Tim. I know not ; hut he fears 
Some foul play shewn, when late he drank with you 
And with Bernardo. I must run for help. [Exit' 

Zach. Foul play ! we all drank; it cannot he. 

TiND. Yes, on my life it can. 
These are your Flints, your heroes ; these the friends 
You only trust ! and when you are in gaol. 
They'll poison you, to save their pension box. 

Zach. Ay, that may he. 

Reg. You see what faithless men 
You are engaged with : now consider well. 
If peace, or safety, e'er can harbour there. 

Zach. My very worthy, and approved good masters, 
With pleasure to my duty I return ; 
And so would more, did not their fears prevent ; 
But since you promise us your firm support, 
I'll seek the others, and consult them straight. 

Hag. Continue firm, and doubt not our support. 

[Exeunt' 

SCENE Y.—Covent-Garden. 

JEnter Abvlabamid^s &Isaacos, — R. Bartholombus, 
Christophorides, Humphrtminos, and others. — L» 

Abr. Welcome, ye Flints, deserving of the name ! 
Ye meet like men who would command success. 
Say, gallant leaders of the eastern bands, [ters ? 

Where are your troops, and how disposed your quar- 

Bart. Mine are 8^1 ready, eager for the fight. 
And my head-quarters fixed with utmost care. 
Up at the Goose-and- Gridiron, Paul's Church- Yard. 
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Aea. Where thine, brave Chris tophoridea ? 

Cams. Why, at the Bell, in Doctor's CommoiLa,' 

Abr. Where thine, Humphrymin 

Hum. Safe at the Hog- in -Arm our, in Chick-Lane, ' 

Abr. Right well disposed ! — Oh, gallant, brave J 
Matchless ae will your glory be hereafter, [alliei 
"Tia not for me — But see, who comes in haste ! 
EntfT Bernardo.— Z,. 

Bern. Oh, noble Abrahamides, this time 
Calls loud for action, and admits nt> pause i 
The Dungs are all iu arms, and vow revenge 
For murdered Pbillopporaenos, Thetr troops 
In liincoln's Inn famed fields, in firm array. 
Are led by Zachariades ; who means 
T attack you here, before your forces join. 
Unless prevented. 

AsR. Ay, this looks like war ! 
By heaven, the nevra alarms my Tailor's soul ! 
But say, which way do they direct their march 

Bben, I hear, through Serle-Street they direct I 

Then thro* Sheer-Lane, and by St. Clement's Church, 1 
Abr. By heaven, all this falls out beyond my hopes! M 

Haste thou, laaacos! with thy well known cares, 

March with thy small detachment thro' the Strand ; 

Watch well their motions, and straight send lae word. 
[E^t Bem.—L. 

Should they attack you, you'll be well sustained, 
IsAACva, Should they attack Isaacos, they'll me 

A welcome, that will scarce deserve their thanks. 

[Exit Isaacos. — J 
Adr. IdoubtitDOt; for thou'it a Flint of fire ! 

You Christophorides, from Doctors Cot 
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ne small column, throug'h tbose nar) 
' That from Black-Friara to the Temple lead. 
March on your troope; and in the King'e-benc 
Directly form ; and wait for further orders. 

You, great Bartliolomeua, from Paul's C 
March in firm phalanx straight down Ladga 
I And ChristophortdeB at Temple-Bar 
I Will join your troop. [Exil Bart. — £.] Whi 
H um phry m i QDB, 
Up Holbom-Hill direct your secret march, 
I And wait upon their rear. [Smt Hum.—S.'] 

the while, 
I With the main body, will attack their front. 

Enter a Mkssbnggr. — L. 
Mess. Oh, chief, the gallant Jack — 
Abe. Eternal silence seize that vulgar ton 
Harry sounds well, the warlike Harry noble 
But Jack, Tile Jack — degrading monosyllable 
Mass. What shall I call him then, oh, chi 
. Henceforth 
! Jackides, he his name ! 

. Jackides, then. 
With all his troops revolted from the Dungs, 
ow without, and waits your further ordeti 
SR. Admit him instantly 1 
Ibsb. 1 will, this moment. [Ea 

Enter Jackidbs, with a broomstick, — 1 
BR. Oh, brave Jackides, welcome to my 
lUibemia'a gallant son, thy happier isle, 
■ Unhurt by luiniry, its courage keeps; 
(While Britain's youth surcharged witli beef a. 
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Degenerate from their fathers, mourn in vain 
Ih^ antique spirit to leme fled. 

Jack. Great Abrahamides, I cannot epake, 
Bat I will tell you how the matter stands ; 
At three o'clock they called me out of bed. 
At Utile Fhalim's, where I lodge ; I rose, 
Went with M'Carty and my Irish boys ; 
-£ech of us took a broomstick in our hands, 
^Dunking the masters were refractory ; 
But wh^ he came — what do you call his name ? 
Me- 

Abr. Zachariades. 
Jack. Ay, Zack 1 the same, 
fie prated much» and bothered all our brains, 
And said, at last, the masters would support us. 
^Ihe devil bum the masters and the Dungs ! 
*Hien straight, M'Carty, little Phalim, I, 
And all our Irish boys, came off to you. 
Abr. M*Carty, Fhalim ; tell me are they firm ? 
Jack. Firm ? ay, as brick-bats : they're good 
fellows both, 
As ever trotted bog : set them to work. 
And then you'll see what pretty boys they are. 

Abr. 'Tis not their courage, or their truth, I doubt ; 
«ftt wish to know their characters in war. 

Jack. Why, little Phalim from the white boys came ; 
*» and M'Carty, from our earliest youth, 
^ong the boys of Liberty and Ormond, 
Were trained to arms. [A Shout, 

Enter a Messbnoer, in haste. — R. 

Abr. Well, what's the business ? 

Msss. The brave Isaacos demands your aid ; 

B 
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Close by St Clement's Church he stood, unhurt, 
The shock of numerous Dungs, 'till, from the courtJ 
Numbers outnumbering number pouring forth. 
Overpowered his little band. 

Abr. Jackides, then. 
Haste with Hibemia's legion to his aid ! 

Jack. Ay, that I will. Fear not : my Irish boy« 
Shall bring you presently a good account 
Of all these bastard brats, these dastard Dungs. 

Abr. Brothers, and partners in this glorious toil, 
*Tis not for me to rouse your courage now ; 
Be but yourselves, and I can ask no more S 
Consider well, no common cause demands 
Your present aid, and forces you to arms ; 
The daily sixpence is no trivial point. 
What are these timid Dungs whom you oppose ? 
Are not their spirits by oppression broke ? 
And shall the Flints, Uke them, e'er sink to slaves P 
Dishonour blast the thought 1 Remember, too. 
Fame, fortune, honour, all are now at stake ! 
Oh ! let these noble thoughts swell all your hearts, 
New string your arms, add weight to every blow. 
Draw all your bludgeons, brandish them in air ; 
Huzza ! the word, — ^Newgate or Victory ! 

[Exeunt — i 



THE BND OF THE SECOND ACT. 



SCENE t.—An Apartment ia Francisco's House. 
Enter Dokothba and Isaacos.— -L. 

Don. Must thou then gi> ? Alas, Low swiftly fly 
TTie hours of love ! Must I then be condeniDed 
To the dull poison of a husband's arms f 

IsAACOB. Oh, I could ever gaze upon that form. 
But cruel fortune otherwise ordains ; 
It cannot — mast not be ! Oh, cursed fate, 
^at gave thy beauty to Francisco's arms ! 

Enter Fhancibco behind. — R. 

Fban. Either I dream, or sure I hear some man 
ConTersiiig with my wife — what do I see } 

Dor. Carsed indeed ! but, ah I what could I do ? 
Condemned to serntude, wliich suits but ill 
"With Dorothea's spirit ; soon I found 
The dotard loved ; I watched his hour of weakness, 
And by a well-feigned coyness fixed him mine, 
Tlien made him what he is ; you, from that hour. 
Who always had my heart, have shared my joys. 

IsAAooB. Ay, joys indeed, pleasures unutterable. 
If not embittered by these anxious fears 1 

Dos. By fears embittered ? what's thy meaning }> 
speak! 

IsAACOS. Mistake me not 1 my fears are ellfortbeetf 
Should it be known, thou, art, alas, undone: 
And much I fear Francisco should awnlte. 
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Dor. Why, that is true. Now then, retin 
speed ; 
For morning dawns. Remember what I told t 
Haste, and preserve thyself and friends ! 

IsAACOs. I will. But say, my fair, can you i 
me 
Whose names, beside my own, are in the warn 

Dor. Bernardo, AbraJiamides. 

IsAACos. 'Tis well. 
Ah, generous mistress, doubly am I bound 
By love and gratitude, for e'er, to thee ! 
Farewell 1 may all good angels ever guard thee 

Dor. Retire my love ; and when the danger' 
You shall not fail to hear from Dorothea. 

[Exeun 

Francisco comes forward. — C. D. 

Fran. *Tis as I thought ! why did I ever n 
Fool that I was, who vainly hoped to find 
That want of fortune might be well supplied 
By love and by obedience. Oh, vain hope. 
To think that gratitude can ever bind 
A servile mind ! — But what can now be done ? 
If I betray suspicion, she'll grow insolent ; 
What can I do with him ? — a beggar sued — 
The proverb's stale ! — ^A cuckold ? ha ! a cuck 
Cuckolded by a journeyman ? damnation ! 
Couldst thou not, partial fate, when thou ordai 
I should be cuckolded, by a nobler hand 
Inflict the shame? perhaps I then had found 
One drop of patience ; and a verdict gained. 
Had amply paid me for my loss and shame ; 
Instead of that, to be a fixed mark 
For all the parish now t6 point and stare at ! 
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By Hearen, Fll be revenged ! but how ? how ! — ^right ! 

His name is now inserted in the warrant ; 

And when in gaol, I'll buy up all his debts, 

And keep him there ; and, to torment him more, 

ru bribe the gaoler. Beware, Isaacos ; 

Thou soon shalt feel the vengeance that awaits 

An injured Tailor's honour ! {Exit, — L. 

SCENE lY.—TittiUinda's Lodgings. 

Enter Tittillinda — R. speaking as she enters to 

Blousidora. 

TiTT. *Tis needless, Blousidora ; while you darn 
Those stockings, I will mend this ruffled shirt ; 
f*or well I know you have your hands full all. 
In this so-general wash. — ^And now for thinking ! 

ISits down. 
Perhaps, ere now, the fatal moment';^ past. 
And either Abrahamides and I 

Are doomed to misery, or completely blest. 

Fain would I hope, but still am checked by feaf f 
And yet who knows, fortune perhaps may smile ? 
Then, Tittillinda once again will shine : 
Be ever clean, and ever smartly dressed ; 
And fear no more those prudish prying eyes 
Which smile contempt, yet envy me my joy. 
Here comes my love. 

Enter Abrahamidbs, hastily. — L,D. 

Abr. Oh, Tittillinda, all our hopes are lost ! 
TiTT. Forbid it love ! what, could the Dungs prevail ? 
Abr. Eternal curses seize their coward hearts ! 

b2 
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Prerail they do ; but not by valour's arm. 
This is no time to tell thee now, my love ; 
For their fell blood-hounds hunt me at the heels. 

TiTT. What can I do ? 

Abr. Hast thou no secret place. 
Where I may lay concealed till danger's past ? 
Home I can ne'er return. 

TiTT. Oh, yes, my love ; 
Within that room a secret closet stands. 
That will escape the search of keenest eyes. 
Thither retire. 
[Noise without*'] We must and will come in ! 

Abr. By heaven they're here ! 
The blood-hounds now have traced me to my lair. 

[Esit. 

Enter two Constables, SfC. — L, 2>. 

TiTT. Well, what's your business ? 

1st Con. Madam, we are come 
In search of a fell murderer ; who, we are told, 
"flafc>?aken refuge here. 

TiTT. I know of none. 

2nd Con. Denying him is vain ; for he was seen 
To enter here. 

TiTT. Whom do you mean ? 

1st Con, Why, Abrahamides : 
You know him well. 

TiTT. I do ; and what of that ? 
For twice three days I have not seen him here. 

2nd Con. We cannot lose our time ; if you refuse 
To yield him up, why then we seize on you. 

TiTT. I yield him up ? No ! were he here indeed. 
My life should pay the forfeit ere I'd yield him. 



2nd Com. Then Belze on her! 
TiTT. Stand off ! 

Enter ABBASAMiDua, — L. and knocks him down. 

An. Hell-hoviiida, standoff! Behold the man yo 
eeek! 

iBt Con. Then seize on him ! 

TiTT. 8tand off 1 Itarbamns, hold ! 
Let me once more enfold him in these arms. 
And take one long, one last, farewell ! 

Ana. Oh, cease ; 
Nor vainly struggle with our froward fate ! — 
Lead to my dangeon. 

let Com, Bring him along ! 
liet'ahaveno whimpering here. 

TiTT. Hold ! one moment hold, 
"nil 1 have caught him once more in my arms ! 

Sad Con. Tear them aeuuder. 

Tin, Oh, Abrahamides ! 

Abb. Oh, 'Httillinda 1 

SCENE V. 

Eater Fbancisco, tn morning gown and cap, led by 
UoBiN. — R. 

Fban. Oh, I am griped ! — The woritngjalap runs ! 
Like thoro '-go-nimble thro' my twisted guts ! 

Robin. How fierce his fever is ! 

Fban. Oh, what a change of torments I endure ! 
A red-hot goose runs hissing through my bowels ; 
Oh, for a peck of cucumbers to cool it ! 
Tia death's bare bodkin 1 Give — giva me a chair, 
And cover me all over, for I freeze ; 
My teeth 6hatter, and my knees knock together ! 
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Robin. Have mercy, heaven ! 

Fran. And now I burn again ! 
A Tailor'e hell '. — The war grows wondrone 
IJutnps into a large arm chair (ae itiAlexander (At 
See ! see the FIbt? ! Isaacos, too ! I know.Ji 
hy his ragged coat, and unmowed beard, 
ni throw a cabbage at his head ! With lh«I> 
Last blow I've brought him down. Oh., for' 
A fire as big as at tlie Bedford Arms ! 
Theshop-board moves! theneedlesdaneecrof 
The thread's entangled ! — Oh, cabbage, CO 
Cab — cab — bage— bee'e — Oh ! 

Roa. There fell the pride and glory of all tW 
\Beckon» on tw» 
Bear him off. 

As ihey prepare to tarry him, he 

Fkan. No ; I wont trouble you ; I'll wa 

Rod. Then, take the chair off. [JB*fl 



SCENE VI.— Newgate. 

ABRAHiMIBKa SotuS. R. 

Why, what ifi man p how vain are all his sell 
But now, the leader of a gallant band ; 
And now, condemned to ignominious deafli. 
Hard fate ! perversely bard ! to be cut off 
Just at the time when fortune was in reach. 
So when, through life, some favourite plan's 
With toil and perseverance down to age. 
Just as we hope to reap the fruit of all, 
In steps the fell anatomy, and breaks 
ITie bubble. Be it so 1 since I mnst die. 
No dastard fear shall stain my honest fame. 
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Enter Qaolbr. — L, D. 

Gaolbr. a stranger, sir, without, desires to see 

you. 
Abb. a stranger ? who can it be ? 
Gaolbr. I know not ; 
Bnt he will speak, he says, to none but you. 
Abb. Admit him then, lEait Gaoler.'] Who can 
this stranger be ? 
Bothere becomes. 



S^er Gaolbr, and Bernardo in a Chairman* 8 Coat, 

L.D. 
Abr. Whence and what art thou ? 
Bbrn. We are not alone. 

Abr. Leave us, honest friend. [Exit Gaoler, 

*V'eUy what's your business now ? and say, who art 
thou ? 
Bbrn. Hast thou forgot me then ? [Discovers 
Abr. How's this, Bernardo ? himself. 

Welcome, thrice welcome, ever faithful friend ! 
&ut say, what urgent business brought thee here ? 
C^th, instant death, attends discovery. 

Bbrn. Think'st thou that death, in whatsoever 

form. 
Could e'er detain Bernardo from his friend ? 
Abb. Oh, generous man I too -generous Bernardo ! 
Much, much I wanted to behold my friend ; 
But still I fear, while danger hovers round thee. 
What fit return can thy unhappy chief 
E'er make for such fidelity as tiiine ! 

Bbrn. Thou wrong'st me, Abrahamides, to think 
My friendship ever trod in interest's path. 
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Abr. Ah ! well I know thy uncorrupted faith. 
Yet, oh, my friend — 

Bern. Why bursts that aching sigh ? 

Abr. Tell me, Bernardo ; is it fitting, he. 
Who, by the general voice of all the Flints, 
Was chosen chief, should be exposed at Tyburn ? 
And at the gallows die a shameful death ? 

Bern, What means my gallant friend ? 

Abr. Does this become 
Whom Tailors followed, and the Flints have loved? 

Bern. What's to be done ? shall I attempt a rescue? 

Abr. No. If thou ever held'st me in thy heart, 
Revenge my faU ; 

Bern. I would ; but how for means ? 

Abr. Thou may'st remember, in an happier hour 
I told thee of a plan to free us both 
From servitude. 

Bern. Thou didst ; but these late broils 
Deprived me of the right. 

Abr. *Tis true, they did. 
What dost thou think of me ? 

Bern. As of a man 
I love and honour much. 

Abr. Ill should I deserve 
That character, if I could e*er permit 
My friend to lose th' advantage I can't share. 
Mark me ! 

Bern. I will. 

Abr. Thou know'st, as well as I, 
How many thousands, gaily drest, in town. 
With aching hearts lament their dwindled purse. 

Bern. Know it ? ay, well ! 

Abr. Thou also know'st my friend, 
What blistering bills those tyrant masters bring 
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Bbkn. Blistering indeed I and the eoraplaint ia ! 
As general ns just. 

.K. Now could you contrive 
idercharge them, aa in other trades, 
'ou not thrive ? 
. Ay : but consider well 

LB length of credit they are forced to give. 

AflR. I do : That plan you are not to pursue; 
Low be your price, and ready cash your terms ! 

Bbkn. Ay, that may do. But bow for capital ? 

Abu. For that I have provided. Well you know. 
The Tailor's trade no ample fortune needs ; 
Soon as the suit's bespoke, the cloth you bay ; 
"When made, delivered, and the cash is paid. 

Bbrn'. I understand you. Vet some capital, 
Hiangh small, is wanting for the workmen's pay. 

Abb. "Tia true ; nor shall you want. 

BxRN. Bat where to gain ; 
There lies the point. 

Abr. I'll teU. thee. Well thon knoweat 
Ere cruel fortune sunk me thus to earth. 
As chief, the box was ever at my nod ; 
This trust of I'ight to every chief belongs : 
And since a few short hours will close ray fate, 
Some future chief must then supply my place ; 
And who so fit as thou ? 

Bbrn. Oh, generous chief ! 
Thy partial friendship much o'er-rates my worth. 
But then, what envious rivals may oppose — 

Abr. Oh, ihere are none that can deserve thy fears 
The gallant leaders of the Eastern climes. 
Though brave in war, in policy unskilled. 
Besides, I know they doubt, and turn their eyea 
Oti roe to fix their choice : thou art the man ; 
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The public bos supplies thy capital. 

But oh, my friend, remember, when you've reached 

This envied pinnacle of Tmlor'e greatness. 

Never to violate the public faith ! 

On that firm base alone your power will etand ; 

The account is monthly ; ere that time returns, 

From the first profits you repay the box, 

Bbrn. By Heaven this plan exceeds my utmoaln 

Yet, oh, my heart recoils, when I reflect 
My friend cannot enjoy the bright reward. 

Abk. Revenge b all the recompense I ask.— 
Here is the plan digested into form ; [Giues a paper- 
The different price affixed to difierent suits. 
In every paper quickly advertise ; 
You'll Boon havo custom : Ere few years are paat. 
You'll be established firm in Fortune's track, 
And shake the tyrants' profit, drain their purse! 
For ready cash will bear you through the world. 
What says Bernardo? wilt though advertise? 

Bbrn. In every paper. Morning, Weekly, Nightlj^' 
Till it shall run like wildfire through the land. 

Abr. Then Abrahamidee contented dies I — 
Ye claret- drinking tyrants, ye shall feel me. 
E'en from the grave ! Your children yet unborn 
Shall curse the day that injured Abraharatdea ! 

Bern. By Heaven, they shall ! and, to my latent I 

Thy wrongs shall in my memory live green ! 
Abb. Thanks, my Bernardo, — One word and tl 
farewell ! 
I charge thee, by our present common danger. 
By our past friendship, by your future hopes. 
By all tliat can 'uffect a generous Tailor, 



If you should bave success, prcMrve from 
The hapless Tiltilinda ! oh, remember, 
"Hiy dying Ahrahamides requesta it ! 

Bern. Oh. doubt it not ! Should Fortune blast my 

By work, at least, I can preserve from want 
Thy hapless fair. 

Abr. Oh, thnnlts, thou generous friend ! 
For ever, and for ever, now farewell ! 

Bekn. For ever, and for ever, oh, farewell. 
Thou first of friends, of heroes, and of Tailors \ 
[Exil. 

£nter Cu; 



Hum. Oh. gallant man, chief pillar of the Flints ! 
Bart. Wapping will stand aghast, and Redriff 

Thy lamentable fall ! 

Abr. Cease yourvain griefs ! 
I won't forgive that friend who sheds one tear ! 
As Abrahamides has ever lived, 
So he is now resolvad to die, a Flint ! 

Jack. Upon my shoul, he is a gallant fellow ! 

Abr. I thank you niuch, for this last mark of friend- 

' And now from each vrill take a last farewell. 

Bat some 1 miss ! where is Issacoa ! 

And where Bernardo ! 
I Chris. They are both proscribed, 
I Therefore absconded.^ln this doubtful state, 
I (When thoa shalt be no more) we know not where 

To fix onr choice ; and therefore are we come 
I'to know, whom thou wUt name to fill thy place. 
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Abh. The worthiest. 

Chris. Who can determine that ? 

Abr. Your own free choice. 

Hum. That will he douhtful still. 
Where merit's equal ; and your voice alone 
Will put an end to every private claim. 

Abr. Consider well the task that you impose : 
Where all are worthy of the name of Flints, 
Whom can I name, but I afiront the rest ? 

Bart. Oh, no ! so much we rest upon your truth, 
Your honesty, that we're determined all. 
Both to obey, and to support, the chief 
Whom you shall recommend. 

Abr. Tis a hard task I 
Yet, ere I speak, answer what I demand. 

Omnbs. We will. 

Abr. Have I e'er swerved from duty, or from 
honour ? 

Hum. Oh, no. 

Abr. Say, have I e'er deceived you ? 

Chris. No. 

Abr. Has private friendship ever biassed me ? 

Bart. No. 

Abr. Have I e'er violated public faith ? 
Or with rapacious hand e'er wronged the box ? 

Hum. Oh, no; and therefore do we want thy 
voice. 
To nominate a chief. 

Abr. Fain would I wave 
This last hard task I what think you of Bernardo ? 

Omnbs. It is enough. — Bernardo be the man 1 
Long live Bernardo ! he's our future guide. 

Abr. And now my friends, take each a last fare- 
well.— 
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But, oh, remcmbiir 1 never let the Flints 
Sink to base slavery t Though now oppressed. 
In happier days they yet may rise again. 
In the mean time, with utmost iuduatry. 
Use every art to gall the tyrant masters ! 
Bakt. We win. — But, oh, brftye chief, we grieveJ 

The last sepulchral honours are denied thee . 
No friend con wait to close thy dying eyea. 
Or lay the clay-cold corse in hallowed earth ! 

Jack. What, are the flaying rascals then to have. I 

Babt. Too sure, they must. [^hin 

Jack. De'el bum me, if they shall I 
There's little Phalim, 1, and all my boys. 
Will rescue him from out their butchering hands. 

Abb. Let them then do their worst; for wheresoe'er I 
One bone of Abrahamides shall hang. 
Know — there still Abraliamides shall awe them ! 

Huh. Oh, gallant chief! worthy a happier fate! 
For ever now, we take our last farewell. 

Aaa. Live and be happy, and farewell for ever 1 
[^Exeunt omnea pr<eter Ahr. — R. 

Enter Tittilunda. — L. 

TiTT. Standoff! hold off your hands! tiaaUinvoinl | 
Sec him I must. — Oh, Abrahamides 1 

Abr. Ab, Tittillindal wherefore art thou ci 

TiTT. Unkindly, said ! Canst thou deny me then | 
Once more to see, once more within my arms 
To press thee close — ere yet we part for ever ? 

Abb. Mistake me not ! still art thou rooted here 
Check those Bad tears, lest they unman me toi 

TiTT. Have 1 not cause ? when thou art gone for ever. 
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Oh, where shall hapless Tittillinda go ? 

No friend to sooth her sorrow, share her grief. 

Or shield her from unfeeling hailifis* hands ! 

Abr. Oh, cease ; nor with vain fears disturb thy 
Thy Ahrahamides has taken care [breast V 

At least from ¥rant to save his Tittillinda, 
My friend Bernardo, when from danger free. 
Has power and will to serve thee. 

TiTT. What of that? 
What power, what will, can ever make me blest ? 
Since thou wert taken, sleep has fled my eyes: 
Last night, I had a mackerel for my supper, 
But ah, whilst thou wert absent, could not eat. 
Thus will it be, on each succeeding day ; 
At breakfast, dinner, supper, shall I miss thee ! 

Abr. Oh, cease, my love ; nor with these fruitles ^ 
tears 
Lament in vain what cannot be redressed ! 
But since each moment I expect my fate, 
Oh, let me be prepared. Say, hast thou brought 
The linen with thee ? 

TiTT. I had quite forgot, 
Here is the cap ; and here the shirt ; a ruffled one. 
But, oh, what change has cruel fortune made ! 
What pleasing thoughts amused me while 'twas mend- 
I fondly hoped, but, ah, I hoped in vain [ing / 

This ruffled shirt had been thy Sunday's shirt. 
And not a winding-sheet to shade thy corse. 

Abr. Thanks to my love, for this last generous care! 
Undaunted, now, I will my fate defy ! 
^nce I shall soon with kings and princes lie, 
I with this shirt will make a shift to die. [ExU, 

[TittilUnda faints. 
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Enter Gaoler. — L, 

Gaolbr. From these sad scenes this certain truth 

you'll draw, 
'eat is the danger to offend the law ; 
Qce nor his conduct, bravery, nor truth, 
mid from the gallows save the Tailor youth. 

Curtain Falls, 




THE END. 
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